(Glider) Brigade were going to drop in "this area." Fifth Para Brigade somewhere else. This technique made him difficult to follow, but after a while we were invited to ask questions and thus elucidated that the division were to swoop in the vicinity of the village of Hamminkeln, in an area roughly between four and six thousand yards over the Rhine. The first parachutists dropped were to have the job of clearing the Diersfordterwald and securing some high ground. Then, gliders of the Sixth Air Landing Brigade were to be crash-landed on bridges over the little river Issel, in order to secure the crossings by a coup de main.
"One great difference between this and Arnhem," said the General cheerfully, "is that we shall be covered by a heavy concentration of artillery, including a formidable assembly of medium guns. This in addition to the close support that will be given by the R.A.F."
As we took our leave of the smiling General our dominant thought was, "Well, it might not come off, after all." We did not know whether to feel relieved or sorry, but we stared up at the serene, sunlit sky thinking that such weather could not possibly last in an English March. One of the questions that the General had declined to answer was the date of D-day. But we knew that it could not be long delayed.
The quartermaster, bless him, now began to issue us with various other articles, each of which seemed to anticipate dire calamity.
First we were each presented with a Mae West life-saving jacket, in case we fell in the sea. Then, as a touching afterthought, we were each given a little red light, to attach to the Mae West by a clip, to guard against the possibility that we might fall in at night. I thought this showed deplorable lack of faith in gliders, because frankly I had not envisaged any particular trouble about crossing the Channel. Then, we were given emergency rations and shell dressings, and a great slab of stuff to throw in the sea colouring it yellow lest we should fall in by daylight. The curious thing was that, in their inscrutable wisdom, the brass-hats did not think we glider types needed parachutes. I found this most depressing. have one of the finest skelters across Europe you can imagine. If the weather is unfavourable, theram into two jeeps. We then began to speed through London's traffic, heading past Marble Arch and through Bayswater, keeping up a\ ,                          The delay might run to hours.   On the other hand
